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babies ere yet Babylon was destroyed or Rome
founded and the oldest of them must have been
the contemporaries of Moses and Rameses.  That's
" some " age, as my American friends would put it.
From the Big Trees we drove down the mountain-
side for the Yosemite Falls and on our way had a
superb view of the majestic El Capitan and of the
prettiest part of the Valley from the Artist's Point.
Such ugly descents had to be made and such sharp
curves to be negotiated that our lives in the hands
of an ordinary chauffeur would not have been worth
an hour's purchase.   On coming down we had a
glorious   long   drive  through   beautifully-wooded
country till we came to the picturesquely-situated
Sentinel Hotel at the end of it.   After visiting the
Falls there, we drove in an old-fashioned char-a-banc
right through the heart of the Yosemite Valley back
to El Portal.   The precipitous cliffs enclosing the
valley rose threateningly on either side as we went
and the Merced River enlivened the  scene by
frequently crossing and recrossing the road.   There
were corners so densely overgrown with vegetation
and looked so uncanny and dark in the deepening
shadows of the late afternoon that were we living
in the good old days of blows and blood we should
have been grievously disappointed had we not, in
such a place, met our old friends of the highway.
But thoughts of adventure far other and far more
serious than this engaged my mind that afternoon
as we rounded those risky corners, for I happened
to have as my companion an Australian barrister,
and the moment I ascertained his nationality and